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	1. Chapter 1

Author's note: The sketches for this story had been hibernating for months in a notebook, when a casual bit of tardy research informed me—as a nagging bit of suspicion had whispered—that Britain doesn't have fireflies. The lovely Bad Mum counseled me that although Muggle Britain indeed doesn't have fireflies, perhaps Wizarding Britain does. If you will be gracious enough to overlook their absence in Rowling's book, we shall assume they do.

**..o0O0o..**

Luna wasn't the sort of mother to shoo her sons out to play. Through the window above the sink, she would spot a flash of a bird's wing, a shadow dancing over a low bough, and the tea towel would drop into the suds, the washing up forgotten.

She would spend whole days with her sons in the wood around her home, and she was accustomed to a spare boy, or several, tagging along. It didn't matter much; one child was loud enough to warn off a nargle. Fantastic beasts, all.

Her lads would suggest tea, and after, when the summer evening was warm and soft, she would swing her crossed leg in time with the rhythm of their dance around the fire, their wooden swords waving, until the fireflies drew the children away.

The younger boys would stumble after pulsing glows, the force of a paw through the air pushing the languid insects onward like an aloof beachball drawn into the sea. But eventually, a boy would grow old enough to catch one. They all did. Some boys would arrive with a jar just for this purpose, saved for a visit to an area thick with magic as was the Scamander estate. The fashioning of the jar was always the same, the age of the child the same, the sharp holes punched reluctantly in a metal lid as predictable as the loss of a front tooth.

Luna's sons never held a jar. No grubby hands would clench or clamp. They both could slide an arm through the darkling garden, and the spot of light would pull closer, as if it were time for her to rest her wings. She would settle, and he would still, and they would appreciate each other in the moment before he would move, and she would feel a lift of air, and the communion would break, just as it was meant to.

The jumble of boys with their clumsy jars would never appreciate the ephemerality of this encounter, and Luna made it a ritual to ensure their guests shook out opened jars before they came into the kitchen to Floo home to their mothers.

Fireflies were a sacred lesson in mindfulness, a transference of grace she etched into her sons like water running along a river stone. _When we break camp, we leave it better than it was found. The last bite of pudding is never as good as the first. Welcome the firefly as long as she wants to stay._

She'd mothered different boys than hers, boys who scarfed marshmallows until they were ill, boys who collected winking bugs in heavy jars with rusting lids, one hole forced by a nail. The having was everything. _Look at my jar._

These were the boys who could forget their glass prisons on the lee of the stone wall, a jar Luna would discover as she was putting the washing out, a jar of limp wings baking in a July morning. A characteristic thoughtlessness, entirely forgivable in the young for whom thestrals were invisible.

There was another sort of boy, not so very different from her own thoughtful sons, who would still into silence, patient for a winking dot of glow to alight, settling her black wings down, gentle antennae bobbing untranslatable sensory stories. This boy would watch, rapt, as she tickled her way mildly up a finger still pudgy with baby fat, the bug pottering, absently exploring her new terrain, and then the hand would shoot down before _No! _before _Stop!_ and smear a ragged stripe of luminescence across a weathered porch rail.

Always, the boy would blink in awe of the ease of destruction, the greenish fire that would prevail but for a moment after the boy had snuffed out antennas and legs. Always he would look at his finger with wonder. _Was that what I wanted to know?_


	2. Chapter 2

**20 August, 1990**

Luna could not see the clock's face behind her, but its relentless ticking cracked the heavy silence in the room. She squeezed her eyes shut. Blood roared in her ears, and to keep the room from closing into blackness, she grabbed at the harsh ticking of the clock like a lifeline, forcing her breath to steady—two ticks to breathe in, two out. Breathing had never been so obvious, so hard, but it kept her from thinking about anything else, and much later, she would find herself grateful for it.

If she had been able to see the clock, Luna would have known it had been twenty-two minutes since she was sitting on her knees, coloring mandalas at the kitchen table, twenty-two minutes since her mother stared at her, slack-jawed, as she stood over the cauldron propped over the front burner.

"Who're you?" Her mother had growled huskily, her eyes wide and glassy, before the wooden spoon slid from her loosened grip.

If she had known the time, Luna would have known it had been twenty-one minutes since she fumbled for a handful of Floo powder and screamed into the fire for her father, twenty minutes since he'd stumbled into the kitchen and fell upon her mother, who had grabbed at her throat, her face darkening to dusky blue. It had been eighteen minutes since her mother had gone limp, seventeen minutes since her father's panicky, whispered begging had gathered into one shattered scream.

Fourteen minutes ago, Mary Cattermole had stumbled after her boss into his kitchen, had Flooed St. Mungo's, and had pulled Luna into an aggressive hug, burying her pale face in Mrs. Cattermole's dress as she had whisked her away. Luna's mind had started to move just before this apparation, floating apart from her senses, and she had wondered with a detached curiosity what Mrs. Cattermole didn't want her to see now. _What else is there? _For as far as Luna knew, there was nothing left worth seeing, and she wasn't entirely sure she wasn't dead.

_Is Mummy dead, then? _She had to be, but once, Luna had climbed high into a hornbeam tree, convinced she'd seen an Umgubular Slashkilter, and Mummy had scooped her off the ground when she'd fallen and had tucked her slack, screaming arm carefully to her side. Whisking her off to St. Mungo's, her mother had crooned that all would be well. And it had been, with the quick magic of Dittany, Skele-Gro, and strawberry ice cream. Perhaps they could fix her mother with magic only Healers knew.

The roaring in her ears returned. Luna struggled through it to hear the clock; she'd let her breathing race away from her control, quick and shallow. She'd been left alone in an empty lounge in an empty house.

The fire's roar announced the return of Mrs. Cattermole.

Mrs. Cattermole rushed to her and jerked to a stop several awkward feet away. "Oh, Luna. Oh, Sweetheart," Mrs. Cattermole's shakily sang, twisting her hands, studying her.

Luna floated away again, watching the scene before her. _Is she looking to see if I look different, now that…_

"My mummy died, didn't she, Mrs. Cattermole?" Luna heard the high, polite voice as though it weren't her own.

Mary Cattermole froze, her eyes wide. She blinked at Luna for a moment, and then turned to retreat into the kitchen. Her tight voice called out to Luna over her shoulder. "Your father won't be long, dear. He can talk to you. I just...flapjacks." Mrs. Cattermole had swept back into the lounge and drop a large tin of sticky oat squares in front of Luna, who stared at them and then at Mrs. Cattermole.

Mrs. Cattermole raised her chin, blinking furiously. "I must go back. To St. Mungo's. To...see. You see." She bit her lip and nodded. "Be a good girl," she said, with the same singsong cheeriness that made Luna shudder. She grabbed her handbag as she stumbled backwards into the Floo, leaving Luna again alone.

Being left alone wasn't something Luna was used to. She wasn't sure what she was supposed to be doing. Her tight stomach wasn't ready for food, but she supposed Mrs. Cattermole expected her to eat. She reached out a shaking hand to peel a flapjack from the waxed paper, and lifted it to her dry mouth, forcing herself to chew. After her third bar, she realized she was well on her way to making herself ill, and she slid the tin across the table away from her after carefully replacing the dented lid.

She examined the room. It wasn't like her house at all. The lounge was tidy and bland; the walls painted in a cloyingly dusty blue, and the furniture formally arranged for conversations she couldn't imagine Mrs. Cattermole having.

Luna rubbed the flapjack stickiness on her dress and then touched the worn velvet of the mauve sofa. The pile of the fabric was still intact in places, and Luna occupied herself for several numb minutes writing her name on the couch with her finger, smoothing down the raised nap of the velvet to erase it, and starting again.

The flapjacks had made her desperately thirsty, and Luna was just aware enough to consider looking for the kitchen when the Floo roared again, and Mrs. Cattermole, followed by her father, stepped heavily into the room. Mrs. Cattermole, who looked startled to see her there still, bolted quickly out the lounge door.

Her father looked different. _Like a person._ His eyes were red and swollen.

The silence forced a swell of anger in her. "Is Mummy dead?" Luna pulled this question from a swell of furious bravery, and as soon as she'd asked it, she was afraid of the answer.

Her father sank to his knees in front of her and grabbed her around her waist, his head half in her lap, half on the cushion. "Oh, Luna, my Luna. Y-yes."

Luna couldn't cry and absorb this. She froze, her voice dull, her hands limp at her sides. "Will I be living with Mrs. Cattermole, then?"

Her father drew away from her, the smack of her words pulling him to his senses. "N-no. Luna. I'm here to take you home."

"Is Mummy at home?" Luna didn't know if she wanted her to be or not, if she was going to be blue and dead.

Mr. Lovegood's shoulders slumped. He dropped his gaze to the rug for a silent moment. "No. She's at St. Mungo's."

He looked up at her. The two Lovegoods stared at each other. Years later, Luna could not remember how they'd gotten home, how she'd gotten to bed.

**..o0O0o..**

Luna saw her mother again—or a still form shaped like her mother—at the funeral. A thrill of horror crept up her neck. Luna squeezed her eyes shut to block this scene from washing away the mother she had left in her memories, but the first image to screen in her mind was her blue-faced mother, clawing at her throat. So Luna opened her eyes in defeat, and stepped toward the coffin and stared at the waxy, uncaring face and the white gowned body laden with white roses until her father drew her away.

Luna hadn't cried at the funeral.

At the house, before they'd left for the ceremony that someone had arranged for someone, she'd heard Mrs. Cattermole whisper to a pair of ears and fat, stockinged ankles that Luna had been so _brave_, and it would just _tear_ Xenophilius apart if, on top of it all, Luna cried too.

Her mother had said she was brave at St. Mungo's when the Healer had let out a low whistle at the bad break before cheerily pouring potions.

And so Luna took a seat and fixed her eyes in a crack in the plaster ceiling, and while someone droned, she bit her cheek. There was no clock here, either, and Luna had no sense of the time between this and later, when she and her father were standing alone in the front garden. Some Helpful Person tried to pull Luna away, but her father had summoned a harsh voice no one had heard before, and told them to leave them alone.

Luna wondered if, now, it would always be this.


End file.
